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Article 21

NUHBER ONE NERD

O~oolin. one. a.ain bahind •• in cha.iat~y claaa, Liz ancho~ad har .~eaQ
ayaa into Scott De.bu~a'. ~ad ahi~t two aaata ah.ad.
I could p~actically hea~
tha aaliva plopping down onto he~ a.aian_nt
sheet.
"Why don't you just info~. hi. of thia ,undying, passionata lovel"
I finally inqui~ed, sta~ing at
he~ ove~ .y shoulde~.
She glanced absently at _, tWi~Hng st~awbe~~y blond st~~nds a~ound a
cu~led finge~, and smiled d~ea.ily.
;
Lova had al~eady dest~oyed the poo~ gi~l's .ind.
Something ve~y IIharp jabbed .y a~.. A~nold Chadwickski, who. I chee~fully pnfered
death to, flashed _ h1ll buck-toothed arin.
He pointed with
a pen to hi •• outh, full of what appea~ad to be a haa.te~.
"I have in .y
.outh," ha announced, "fou~ peice. of Big Bandit Bubble Gu., and •• about to
b~eak the wo~ld's ~eco~d fo~ biagest bubbl •.••
"I don' t ca~e," I ~epl1ed, although I spent five ainutes obse~vina the
yellow bubble slowly wobbling f~oa his pu~sed lIlOuth. lie sat Indian-lltyla,
pale hands clutching the sides of his desk, concent~atina, deterained to bltcOlliethe World's Biggest Bubble Blowe~ (and p~obably honored spokespe~son of
Big Bandit Bubble Gum).
Which is why I suppose he took it so ha~d when SCOtt De••bu~g tu~ned a~ound and cal,.ly popped the bubble with his pencil.
Gua exploded ac~osa
Arnold's Coke-bottle glasses.
"You'll die fo~ this--do you HEAR ael Die:" he sc~eallled,wavina his thin
arlllswildly.
Scott shrugged.
H~. Oswald, our bald, blue-lluited, boring che.isny
teacher, alanced up
froa his desk.
"Problelll,H~. Chadwickskil" ha asked cal.ly.
"This dude"--Arnold pointed an i.agina~y aun to tha back of Scott'. blond
head--" is dead. Gone: Ilistory:"
Scott shrugged.
"There is a proble ••, class," Hr. Oswald stated, ignoring the Wo~ld'a
Biggest Bubble Gum Blower.
"Solaeone stole the cheaistry tast in advance last Friday and 1I0id copiea
of it, thinking I wouldn't find Out if it was ~eplaced tha next Honday.
It
.ay cOllieas a shock, but I a. not stupid, class.
And unless I find out ~Iich
of you stole that test, I fail all of you." lle crossed his ar.s. He _ant
business.
I

I wonderad what Liz would have to say about Hr. Eve~ything De.bura if
she knew he'd been the one, the sneaky, low-life weasel, who stole that test
and was costing us our A's (I was positive he had, having bought a copy .yself).
Chuckling, I scribbled a note to her and flung it triu.phantly over .y
shoulder.

Arnold waddled up to .e afte~ class, cu~lina his finge~s around a la~aa
silver belt buckla and rock ina back and fo~th in untied green sneake~s.
"What's cookin', good 100kin'l" he drawled, nerd-style.
Lh's eyes were glued to Scott' s ret~eat ing back as he sauntered down tha
hall.
She brushed past Arnold, rolling her eyes at IIIebefore adoringly t~ailIng the popular blond senior.
I began to follow, but Arnold stepped forward,
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grinning.
1 glared back. "What's your problem1"
1 demanded.
"Oh nothing, nothing," he replied innocent ly, In a voice singing, "I've
got a secret, I've got a secret!"
"Get out of the way."
"Not so fast, hot mama."
lie cracked his knuckles and saoothed back
greasy black hair. "Seems to Ole we could do each other a favor. You acratch
my back, 1 scratch you~s."
1 didn't know what he was talking about, but 1 definitely knew I didn't
"I'm not going to do you any favors, 80 get
wsnt hi•• scratching anything.
out of the way!"
,"Ah sh" you see •• to forget, 1 have your l!lote,"he smiled, scratching his
nose.
"Hy what!" 1 glared at hi.. "You s.tole .y note to Liz?" The note
proving Scott Demburg stole the cheaistry test?
"Didn't steal it, babe. You left it lying on the floor. Only du_ies
leave things lying on the floor."
"Only nerds use the word 'du_ies, fI' 1 returned crossly.
"Louise, Louise, Louise, must we threaten our relationship with thia
ridiculous bickering?" he sighed.
"We have no relationship," 1 reminded him.
"Come on, Louise!" Liz called fro•• down the hall.
1 poked Arnold in the chest, practically knocking hi •• over.
"We'll
discuss this later, moron," 1 snapped.
The phone rang after dinner.
"lIell01"
"lIey, babe. Arnold Chadwickllki here."
Ugh. 1 needed no further convincing, being able to smell his bad breath
through the phone.
"I want that note back," 1 said. "Where is it?"
"Safe place, mama, safe place," he replied.
"You can have it if you do
me one small favor. All you have to do Is, go. out with my cousin Clarence
this Friday."
1 gagged.
"He's visiting from out of town and 1 promised him hot action and a·
tasty woman."
"Forget it:" 1 shouted.
He continued to remind me how upcomfortable the situation might be if
Scott Demburg' discovered In sp Ite of Liz's "undying, pass iona te love", she
was the one who turned him In to Hr. Oswald for stealing the test. Liz
would never forgive me. Wrong.
Liz would probably KILL me.
"lie's really a dude--he collects fish hooks, disco dances, and collects
stamps--Are you there, Louise?"
"I want the note in advance," 1 growled.
"Forget it, ma'am, 1 reckon you's have to play cowboy .ah way," he slurred.
1 hung up, humiliated.
I'd actually associated with Northrup High's NUlllber
One Nerd.
1 dreaded Friday. Through school, Liz bubbled on about her plans to visit
friends at the university, how Scott would be there, how HOIlland Dad were giving
her the Fiat, etc., etc. I Ignored her entirely.
This was all her fault,
anyway.
1 wasn't dating this Clarence Chadwickskl for HE--I was for HER. And
she would be at a party tonight while I discussed flsh hooks with Arnold's undoubtedly nerdy cousin.
Hy IllOtherflashed her Ou'r-Little-Girl-Is-Growtng-lJp look when I inforlled
her of ••y date. "Oh sweetheart, how nice!" sh~ heamed.
"Can he drive welL?"
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"Listen to me, Hother," I replied darkly.
"Don't get your hopes up.
And expect the worst whell you answer the door--his name's Clarence, and he's
a (gag ~) Chadwickaki.
I'll being blackllailed by hia couain Arnold."
"Ian't that the one who Sally beat up last year?"
she asked after a
1I0llent. Sally waa .y youllger shter,
and pretty lIuch of a 1I0nster.
"That'. the olle," 1 agr.ed.
"I have to challge now."
Suddenly I panicked,
clhobina thoae lltaira to .y roOia. Whllt if 1I0.eOlle I knew recoanized _ with
a Chadwickllki1
What if 1 ran into .y friends1
~\at would I lIay1 Aha, I
knew.
1 would lIi.ply disguiae HYSELF as a nerd (I can be so clever so.etiaes)!
Dillguise .yself beyond recognition!
Ilu_ina, I collected fuzzy 'yellow hair· ribbons and twlllted d,ell into lIy
lona black pigtails, slippilla into Sally's rainbow-striped
auspenders, worn
gllucholl, lind knee socks with orange frogll all over thela. 1 added her racoon
cap and .y old slleakers, grass-stained and generously decorated with large
holes.
Why bother with lIake-up? I didn't want to seduce the poor guy. He'd
8IOst likely never even had a date!
I arinned at the disgusting iasae in the .irror, and gracefully picked up
dahling," 1 toasted, clicking the rolla roll-on deodorant.
dyou are age.,
on against the glass.
Hy reflection modestly tipped the racoon cap.
The doorbell rang.
"Louise!" my 1I0ther called.
''It's- it's- It's-"
1 chuckled.
Poor Ho..
She'd probably never been so close to an actual
nerd before.
1 slipped on a pair of red sunglasses and bounced down the
stairs in a two-footed hop, singIng the national anthell quite loudly.
I.bounced
right into the front hall, before lIy mother and ....
Excuse .e, who IS that?
He stood tall and perfect under the light, raven black hair shining,
sapphire eyes glea.ing, mouth hanging open in horror as he stared back at HE.
Hy lllotherwas also terrified.
Her brows disappeared ullder her wispy bangs.
"I'. Clarence," he Ulanaged, flashing a gorgeous s••ile. "You .ust be
Louise. Arnold's friend."
Was he ever confident about that much!
Beginning to sweat, 1 glanced desperately at lIy mother. still trying to
figure out who I was (dressed like Arnold).
"Uh, no, I'. not," 1 replied
(shakily).
"NO, no, 1I0t Louise here!
1'•... ah ... Sally!
Louise's. sister.
Sally."
Poor Sally.
Clarence slipped his gorgeous hands into gorgeous creme colored coat
pockets and waited.
"Uh, why don't you go get Louise then, SALLY?"
.y .other lIanaged.
"Aw shucks, Ha, do I have to?" I .uttered, sprinting up the stairs as
fast liS 1 could, prayillg Clarence wouldn't disappear. (as the gods have been
known to do).
Loutse Cluuiwickski, 1 daydreamed.
It.had a nice ring to it.
Lisa Fe lice lli
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